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The Size of His Shoes 

You all know, of course, that.God 
has counted the hairs on your head, and 
knows the exact number. But did fou ever 
realize that He also knows the size of your 
shoes? He does. 

Some years ago, in Australia, there lived 
a good Seventh-day Adventist whom we 
shall call Mr. Jones. But he was poor, for 
there were many people out of work, and 
he could not find a job. He had no money, 
very few clothes, hardly enough food to 
keep alive—and his shoes were terribly 
worn. 

One day another Adventist, whom we 
shall call Mr. Smith, said, “Brother Jones, 
why don’t you try selling some of our 
good Adventist books?” 

“Oh, no,” said Mr. Jones, feeling sud- 


































denly nervous. “I could never sell books, 
not in these shabby shoes.” 

“Have you asked God to help you get 
new shoes?” said Mr. Smith. 

“Well, er, no. God wouldn’t answer a 
prayer like that, would He?” 

“Let’s ask Him.” And down they knelt 
and prayed for a pair of shoes. 

They set out at once to sell the books. 
Coming to a nice looking house, Mr. Smith 
said, “Let’s start here.” 

Mr. Jones didn’t answer, but he was feel- 
ing more nervous than ever. Instead of 
going in at the gate, he began to go on 
by. Then he seemed to hear a voice saying, 
“Start right here at this house.” He felt he 
must obey. But what should he say? 

The lady invited him in, and he found 
several men inside. He told them about the 
book, and one man said, “Can I have a 
copy right now if I pay cash?” 

Surely he could! Mr. Jones gave him the 
book, and the man immediately handed 
him about ten dollars—the most money Mr. 
Jones had seen in many days! 

Then another man said, “Could I get a 
copy for cash, too?” 

“ll bring it tomorrow,” promised Mr. 
Jones, thinking to himself, “This is won- 
derful. Now I can buy a pair of shoes.” 
But God had better things in store. 

As Mr. Jones was leaving, the second 
man came out with him. “I hope you will 
not be offended by my mentioning it,” he 
said, “but are those your only shoes?” 

Mr. Jones blushed. “Yes,” he mumbled. 

Then the man went on. “Yesterday I 
bought a new pair of brown shoes. But 
when I got home I wished they were black. 
If you would like, I'll let you have them. 
Come inside and see if they fit.” 

“Thank you so much,” said Mr. Jones. 
“But I don’t really need to try them on. I 
know they will fit.” Then he told the man 
all about the prayer. Sure enough, when 
he put the shoes on, they fitted perfectly. 

God knew what size shoes Mr. Jones 
needed. That’s not all. Did you notice that 
God made that man buy those brown shoes 
the day before Mr. Jones prayed? God really 
does know everything about us, doesn’t He? 


Your friend, 


a Wlrarrel? 
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AN UNCLE ARTHUR STORY 





SO EASILY SATISFIED 


By ARTHUR S. MAXWELL 


T WAS just about two weeks before 

Christmas and everybody was talking 
about Christmas presents. 

So were John and Charlie. Both boys 
were wondering and wondering what they 
would find in their stockings on the great 
and happy morning. 

When Daddy called them into his study 
one evening they both thought he might 
—well, he just might—want to talk to them 
about Christmas presents. 

And for once they were right. 


As John seated himself on Daddy's right 
knee and Charlie on Daddy’s left knee, 
Daddy said, “Well, boys, I thought I would 
like to ask you what you would like for 
Christmas.” 

“Goody! Goody!” they gurgled with de- 
light. 

It was at this moment that Daddy no- 
ticed something very strange. John had 
brought a book with him. A big, fat book. 

“What do you have there?” asked Daddy. 

To page 17 


When John went in to talk to Daddy about Christmas presents, he took a mail-order catalog with him. 
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VACATION FUN 


By KELSEY VAN KIPP 


REDDIE MINTON was a leader. He 

was good in most sports and liked to 
get out with the boys to play in the open 
air. He usually had plenty of ideas; wasn’t 
he captain of the ball team in the summer- 
time? But, as sometimes happens with 
leaders, he ran out of good ideas. And to 
keep up his reputation he embarked on a 
course that almost proved his ruin. 

One cold day he sat on a log at the 
edge of the ice, strapping on his skates. 
It was Thanksgiving vacation. School was 
out for one whole glorious week. Boys and 
girls were all along the marked-off ice rink, 
sitting on logs and large branches that had 
been thrown onto the ice to show where 
it was thick and safe. There had been 
snow, then a thaw, so that the ice was 
smooth and white. Where skaters had been 
playing hockey, scrapings of chipped ice 
lay like snow on the glassy surface. 

Freddie’s dark eyes roved over beyond 
the logs, to where uncut ice gleamed in 
the sunlight. He gave a yank to the visor 
of the cap sitting jauntily on the back of 
his curly hair and arose to join a long line 
of boys playing crack-the-whip. 

Of course it was not long before he was 
at the front end, leading the line. He 
headed into the cold wind that swept across 
the blanket of ice, reddening noses and 
cheeks. Beneath them was the swift-flow- 
ing Red River, coming down from the 
Canadian border. Only a half mile away 
were the smoking chimneys of Fort Frances, 


for Freddie and his classmates lived in the 
outskirts of International Falls, Minnesota. 

What a fine time they were having! 
Freddie dodged among the skaters that 
were playing tag, leading his weaving 
chain across the hockey strip, in and out 
among the marking logs and around the 
outside where uncut ice gleamed in the 
cold sunlight. Red cheeks, and woolen mit- 
tens, warm caps; shouts and the ring of 
skates flying over the hard, cold, ice— 
everyone was having fun! 

Over on the bank a small log fire burned 
where Mr. Thorpe, the teacher who was 
supervising the afternoon’s skating, stood 
warming his hands. A group of girls were 
around him when Freddie, growing tired 
of dodging the many other skaters on 
roughening ice, began to lead his line of 
skaters onto the new, slick surface, away 
from the marked rink. Up river he went. 
The spicy smell of burning fir logs grew 
faint behind them. With the wind they 
flew along. 

Jim Healey, second in line, cried out, 
“Hey Freddie! Turn around! You're going 
too far. Mr. Thorpe told us not to go be- 
yond the logs.” 

But Freddie went on, shouting back, 
“That ice is all cut up. This is really keen.” 

Jim Healey let go his grip and shook 
off Freddie’s hand. Turning the line of 
shouting skaters he rounded in a _ wide, 
sweeping curve back toward the other chil- 
dren on the ice. Pride kept Freddie Minton 
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on his headstrong course. He’d show them, 
he thought. 

“Sissies!” he shouted in disgust as he 
stroked up river toward a bluff, around 
which the river turned. “Scaredy cats!” he 
mumbled to himself as he went on in 
long, beautiful swoops toward the point 
jutting out into the great river. 

Perhaps you think this story would be 
more exciting if I were to tell you that 
the ice cracked and Freddie fell through, 
almost losing his life and being forced to 
stay in bed for months with a serious ill- 
ness. But I am happy to tell you that such 
a tragic ending was avoided. For, fortu- 
nately for Freddie, his guardian angel did 
not desert him in this headstrong, haughty 
moment, as he stroked off toward the bluff 
on that smooth, forbidden ice. 

On the top of the high bank at the 
river bend stood a large chicken house. 
Farm buildings nestled farther back. The 
farmer was inside his snug farmhouse, but 
something—who else but Freddie’s guard- 
ian angel?—seemed to tell him that he 
should go out once more to be sure all 


the chickens were inside their large coop. 

No sooner had the farmer come out into 
the frosty air when to his ears came the 
unmistakable ring of skates on the ice be- 
low the point. 

He hurried to the edge of the bluff as 
fast as his heavy boots would permit him, 
waving his arms to attract attention. Then 
cupping his hands around his mouth, he 
shouted at the on-coming boy. 

“Go back! Go back quickly! Don’t stop! 
That was running water yesterday!” 

Startled, Freddie Minton looked up at 
the figure on the land above him and he 
obeyed in a long turn. 

Then, to his horror, he noticed that he 
seemed to be skating uphill. The spot he 
had just left was actually lower than the 
ice immediately ahead of his flying skates. 
The ice was so weak it was bending be- 
neath him! Thoroughly frightened at last, 
he struck out desperately to reach the 
strong, dark ice he had so foolishly left. 

Suddenly he saw a sight that made his 
blood run cold. Under the ice was a large 


To page 19 


Suddenly Freddie noticed a man shouting to him from the top of the bluff. “That ice was running water 
yesterday!” he was saying. “Turn around and go back!” Then Freddie felt the ice bend under him. 
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CHAPTER ONE: BEWITCHED 





LL was dark and still. The distant drums 

that had been throbbing through the 
night could be heard no longer. The village 
and the jungle were asleep. So too was 
the air. The gentlest zephyr breathed lazily 
through the mango trees. The rustling of 
the dry banana leaves had given way to 
the slightest whispering scratch. Only the 
stars did not sleep. They sparkled like 
diamonds in the moonless sky, hovering 
close over the dark trees. They seemed 
especially near to the great mountain that 
rose behind the dreaming village. 

They seemed near, too, to a young Af- 
rican mother. She was not asleep. The stars 
seemed frighteningly near to her, near, 
and very cruel, for the babe in her arms 
was not a boy. The child had come earlier 
in the night. Friends and relatives had been 
there to celebrate the birth of her first- 
born. It was to have been a son. She had 
offered the right sacrifices, she had done 
nothing to displease the gods, she had worn 
the dirty little charms that the witch doctor 
had prescribed. And now, because the child 
had not been a boy, the friends had quietly 
left. There had been no celebration. 

She stood now, alone in the doorway of 
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her hut. The babe was in her arms, but 
she did not hold it as a mother should hold 
her first-born child. Tears, unseen in the 
darkness, trickled down her checks, tears 
not of pain or weariness, but tears of bitter 
disappointment—hot, stinging tears. 

“Why have I been so cursed?” she 
groaned. “Why should I be despised in the 
eyes of my husband? Better not to have 
a child at all than to have the first one a 
girl, Why didn’t the sacrifices and the 
charms work? Karuru will be ashamed. 
He will no longer be able to face the 
other men—and he will hate me! The 
witch doctor said it would be a boy. Will 
not I have to take all the blame?” 

There was but one thing to do. She 
had read it in the knowing look of her 
angry mother-in-law and in the cold in- 
difference of her husband, before they had 
slipped away in disgust. 

“IT must do away with the child before 
the sun rises over the mountain! Better 
that it never see the light of day. Every- 
one will understand, and the respect and 
honor of my husband will be saved.” 

It was then that the new-born baby cried 
out. The child was thirsty and cold. She 
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needed her mother’s love and care. With- 
out realizing what she was doing, the weep- 
ing woman drew the unwanted babe close 
to her. Her mother heart pounded as though 
it would burst. 

The baby’s cry awakened more than its 
mother’s love. It awakened the jungle. An 
eagle screamed. In the distance she heard 
a hyena’s eerie howl. Hyenas were very 
useful in disposing of unwanted babies. The 
howl sent a thrill of terror through the 
mother’s heart. There was a rustling in the 
hut, and an anxious clucking and peeping 
from a mother hen and her chicks. Nerv- 
ous chattering from a family of monkeys 
in a tree nearby gave evidence that they 
too had been disturbed. 

The young mother’s thoughts strayed to 
the chickens. Did not a hen keep all her 
chicks? She didn’t care whether they were 
male or female. She loved and _ protected 
them all. And the monkeys; she had en- 
joyed watching them as a child. The way 
the baby monkeys would cling to their 
mothers as they raced through the trees had 
always intrigued her. The monkeys _pro- 
tected whatever kind of baby they hap- 
pened to get. This feeling about girl babies 
—she had never thought to question it. 
But why did everyone prefer boy babies? 


If the animals were happy with their babies, 





why couldn't she be happy 
with hers? But she was 
not happy! 

The stars shone as 
brightly as ever, but in the 
east a cold grayness crept 
into the sky. Stealthily and 
without warning it absorbed all except the 
brightest stars. In the weary, tortured mind 
of the poor mother, the brighter stars were 
boy babies; the dimmer stars which the sun 
swallowed up were girls. 

“Is not the great sun itself telling 
what to do with my baby?” Even as the 
angry sun had devoured the stars that she 
fancied to be baby girls, so her little girl 
must be devoured. The sun must never 
shine upon its unwelcome face. The mother 
had never seen its face herself except in 
the flickering light of the fire! 

Confused, she stepped out of the door- 
way and staggered toward the path that 
led to the plains below the village. She 
could see the way now in the first gray 
light of early dawn. She knew very well 
where the hyenas lurked. It had always 
made her shudder to see them, but now, 
she must find them. It must be done 
quickly, before anyone in the village should 
see the child. She would say that it had 
not lived. 





me 


Mnara had come out to throw this unwanted girl baby to the hyenas before sunrise. Just then a mother 
carefully protecting the little female fawn that followed her. 


deer stepped from the bushes, 
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She was soon away from the village and 
out of the jungle. The plain spread out 
before her, uncertain, but soft and beauti- 
ful in the early light. Here in the open, 
far from the haunts of men, things began 
to seem different. She felt she was more a 
part of the peaceful wilderness around her 
than of the people in the village. The 
shock of her disappointment seemed less 
severe in the quiet of the plain. 

Suddenly, just before her, a startled ani- 
mal sprang from behind a bush. The young 
mother froze with fright, until she saw 
that the animal was a mother gazelle. The 
frightened doe made a slight warning 
sound and bounded off through the grass. 
But it did not travel at its usual speed, 
for close beside her was a young fawn. 

The human mother saw that the fawn 
was a female, and yet, how carefully its 
mother guarded it! 

“The gazelle is satisfied with its baby. 
Why shouldn’t I be with mine?” A sudden 
and overpowering flood of emotion swept 
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over her. The spell of bitterness and preju- 
dice was broken. She held her babe before 
her, kissing it and crying aloud for the 
first time. And then she saw her first-born 
as it really was, a beautiful, lovable, healthy 
child—adorable and soft in the early morn- 
ing light. Tears of joy fell on them both. 
This was her baby, and she loved it with 
a power greater than any she had ever 
known! 

The rising sun had now swallowed up 
all the stars and turned the entire sky into 
a silver-blue canopy. The young mother 
looked contentedly into the face of her 
child, and shuddered at the thought of 
what she might have done. She loved this 
baby even though it was a girl. Would 
there not be time for a son later on? 

As she returned to the village her spirits 
mounted. This new-found love was stronger 
than any fear. Her feelings of the night 
seemed like a strange and ugly nightmare. 
By the time she reached her hut there 

To page 19 














Do you have as much sense 


as Charley’s pup? 


THE CLIMBING PUP 


By BERT RHOADS 


M* chum Charley had a dog he had 
trained to climb a ladder. It would have 
been no trick to train a cat to climb a lad- 
der, but Charley had a dog trained to do it. 
Charley would put the ladder up against 
a shock of hay or grain. Then, just a word 
from Charley and up that ladder Towser 
would go, clear to the top, twenty feet from 
the ground! We all liked to see Towser 
perform. 

But one day when I went to see Towser 
do his trick, no amount of coaxing or pet- 
ting could start him up that ladder. Then 
Charley told me what the trouble was. Just 
once, and just for fun, when Towser was 
at the top of the ladder, Charley had shaken 
him off. The fall had hurt him cruelly. The 
business of climbing ladders for Charley— 
or for anybody else—was at an end. 

Satan has all kinds of ladders he wants 
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us to climb for him. They look nice too. 
Some have rungs made of cigarettes. But 
always when you climb Satan’s ladders, he 
shakes them so you fall. 

How distinctly 1 remember a playtime on 
the old farm. My two brothers were in an- 
other room and were holding shut a door 
to keep me out. Where the keyhole had 
been there was a hole large enough so that 
a small rope could be pulled through it. For 
some time we had been pulling a rope back 
and forth through this keyhole. 

Later, my brothers shoved through this 
hole a red-hot iron rod. I seized it quickly 
with both hands. What terrible burns! My 
left hand was not burned so badly, but the 
right one was a mass of blisters that re- 
quired bandaging and special care for sev- 
eral days. Today if someone should poke a rod 
at me through a keyhole, I would be scared. 

Satan has all kinds of 
red-hot rods. They may 
be in the form of to- 
bacco pipes or beer bot- 
tles. If we take hold of 
them, they burn and 
sting. 

Didn't Satan work 
this way with Adam 
and Eve? They climbed 
a ladder for him, the 
ladder of disobedience. 
It seemed so exciting at 
first. Then Satan shook 
To page 17 


As the boys watched, 
Charley’s pup climbed clear 
to the top of the ladder. 











MARITA ON THE FAZENDA 


By D. LOIS BURNETT 


IFE on a Brazilian fazenda (farm) can 

be so interesting for a Junior Missionary 
Volunteer! At least it was for Marita 
Smith when she came to Campo Grande, 
Brazil. Her parents are medical missionaries 
in Peru. 

Marita went along when her father was 
asked to inspect the medical work the 
Seventh-day Adventists are doing in Campo 
Grande for people who are suffering with 
pemphigus, a terrible skin disease, that 
covers the body with blisters and often ends 
in death. It is quite common in Brazil. 
Only recently has a cure been developed 
by a man who gave the prescription to 
Dr. Edgar Rodriguez, who is in charge of 
the mission hospital. 

A number of boys and girls just about 
Marita’s age are being treated for this dis- 
ease there. She heard the doctors say that 
after many months they are getting well. 
But she thought it was sad that they had 
to be away from their families so long. 

Adam Correo, one of the chief nurses at 
the hospital, said, “But you know, Marita, 
there is also a happy experience for them. 
All of us who work here spend every 
minute we can teaching the patients about 
Jesus and His love. As soon as these boys 
and girls are well enough, they go to Sab- 
bath school. Many of them accept Jesus 
as their Saviour and are baptized before 
they return home.” 

This Seventh-day Adventist mission hos- 
pital has been built on the beautiful 
fazenda that Mrs. Ida Rodriguez gave to 
our mission. How did she happen to give 
such a lovely present? 
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Marita sits on the beautiful pony, touring the fa- 
zenda. The saddle is made from the fleece of a lamb. 


First you should know how Mr. and 
Mrs. Rodriguez happened to join our 
church, for though Mrs. Rodriguez had 
been longing for a closer walk with God, 
Mr. Rodriguez certainly had no such de- 
sires. 

But one day Mr. Rodriguez’ cousin 
joined the church. And one Saturday morn- 
ing not long after that, when Mr. and 
Mrs. Rodriguez were out collecting bills, 
they passed the Seventh-day Adventist 
church building. Mr. Rodriguez said, “Wife, 
let's go in and see what they are doing.” 
Sabbath school was about half over as they 
quietly entered and sat down on the back 
row in the visitors’ class. They liked the 
lesson the pastor taught, so they stayed for 
the sermon. The sermon was something 
like the Bible story of the prodigal son. 
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This is the hospital on the fazenda where children are treated for the painful pemphigus disease. 


The pastor concluded it with an invita- 
tion to all those to stand who would like 
to accept Jesus as their Saviour. Something 
had been happening inside Mr. Rodriguez, 
and immediately he stood up—even ahead 
of Mrs. Rodriguez! Then Mrs. Rodriguez 
stood, and soon afterward they joined the 
baptismal class and were baptized. 

Their relatives greatly opposed their be- 
coming Adventists. One said, “If you join 
that church, you will have to give one 
tenth of your income to the church.” But 
this relative did not know the power of 
the Holy Spirit. Mr. Rodriguez was glad to 
pay his tithe, and it was not long before 
Mrs. Rodriguez gave a large section from 
her fazenda to the Seventh-day Adventist 
mission, so they could build this hospital 
for the pemphigus patients. 

And was Marita happy when Mr. and 
Mrs. Bernardo Rodriguez said, “Marita, 
wouldn’t you like to go with us in our 
jeep to explore the fazenda?” 

They had not gone far before Marita 
knew why the Rodriguezes owned a jeep 
—the roads were full of ruts and bumps. 
She thought it was lots of fun to drive 
over so many bumps, for she had to make 
the trip only once. Then she said to Mr. 
Rodriguez, “This must be a dreadful trip 
for you and Mrs. Rodriguez to make when 
it is muddy.” 


When they drove through the gate of 
the farm Marita exclaimed, “Oh, isn’t this 
a beautiful place! I wish every boy and 
girl could visit it—so many flowers and 
birds, some I have never seen before.” 
They walked through the orange grove, 
eating oranges, and went on through the 
garden to see many tropical foods that 
were new to Marita. 

At the edge of the garden, sugar cane 
was growing. Mr. and Mrs. Rodriguez use 
it for making their own sugar. Mr. Rod- 
riguez asked the gardener to wash a long 
stalk and run it through two heavy iron 


To page 19 





Patients slept here until the hospital was built. 
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DRY BREAD AND WATER 


PLASH, swish went the water in the bath- 

tub. Sharon was in her room tidying her 
drawers, and as she heard the splash and 
swish, she wished Mother would hurry and 
get her bath over. She wanted Mother to 
start on her errand of mercy. Not that 
Sharon was very interested in errands of 
mercy. Far from it. She had some little 
plans of her own, and they couldn’t work 
well till Mother left the house. 

At last Mother came out of the bathroom 
and looked in where Sharon was working. 
She was happily surprised to see her so 
industrious, and told her so. But Sharon 
wished Mother wouldn’t talk so much, but 
would hurry, instead, and get dressed. 

When Mother was finally ready to leave, 
shiny and neat and attractive, she said, 
“Sharon, the bread is in the oven. It will be 
ready to take out in twenty-five minutes. 
There are clean napkins to wrap it in as 
soon as you remove it from the pans, and, 
whatever you do, don’t leave it in a second 
longer than the twenty-five minutes. If you 
do, my reputation as a baker will be ruined!” 
She laughed, and then added, “Oh, don’t 
forget to turn off the oven when you take 
out the bread.” 

“All right, Mother,” said Sharon dutifully. 
But at that moment she did not care one bit 
what happened to her mother’s reputation. 

She listened to the car purr down the 
drive. She looked at the clock. It pointed 
right to six. Most likely there would be a 
new program just starting on the neighbor's 
television set. Most likely, too, it would be 
a fifteen-minute show. With five minutes to 
spare, either way, she could see the program 
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By IVY R. DOHERTY 


and be back in time to take the bread out. 
She laughed about Mother's reputation, and 
told herself it was as safe in her keeping 
as gold in the bank. 

Out the door she flew, and over to the 
neighbor's house. 

Sharon was always welcome to sit in front 
of the Blairs’ television, and she was never 
alone for long. Some of the family would 
be sure to come and sit 
with her soon. The pro- 
gram this evening was 
really exciting, and Sharon 
forgot all about where 
she was. Once during a 
commercial, she thought 
vaguely about the time. 
She had forgotten to ask 
how long the program 
would last. Another time 
she had a passing thought 
that maybe fifteen minutes 
ought to be over by now, 
but the room was dark and 
she did not feel like dis- 
turbing everybody. Besides, 
Mother had laughed when 
she talked about her rep- 
utation being ruined, so 
she was sure that if she 
stayed a few extra minutes, 
no real harm would be 
done to the bread or the 
baker's reputation. 


As Sharon came into the kitchen 
she saw her mother opening the 
oven. Smoke was pouring out! 
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The sick woman that Mother was visiting 
needed quite a bit of help, and Mother did 
all she could to make her comfortable. And 
all the time she was thinking how nice it 
was to be able to leave her daughter at home 
to take care of things for her. Really, Sharon 
was having a part in this missionary visit, 
for she had made it possible for Mother to 
leave the house and not have to worry about 
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getting back in time to attend to the bread. 

Sharon suddenly came back to earth. Per- 
haps it was the purring of a car on the 
driveway at home that jerked her back to 
reality. She tried to look out the window, 
but the night was dark. She excused herself 
and hurried away. 

What was that? A strange smell! Some- 
thing must have gone wrong! And the 
closer she came to her house, the more 
convinced she was that everything wasn’t as 
it ought to be. Ah! Now she knew! Bread 
cooked to the right minute simply could 
not smell like that! It was almost like the 
odor of burned toast. She ran, but she 
hated to go inside. 

For Mother was getting out of the car! 
Mother was sniffing the air! Mother entered 
the house first! 

By the time Sharon got inside, Mother 
was opening the oven. The range clock said 
almost seven. She had been gone nearly an 
hour! And poor Mother’s reputation! Sharon 
had only to take one quick glance at the 
bread to know that both the reputation and 
the bread were ruined. 

Mother was ominously silent. She turned 
To page 21 























MAMMALS THAT ARE HELPFUL 


By HARRY J. BAERG 


Answering Question 2: List four beneficial mammals and tell 
how they are beneficial. 


MV HONOR aN THE darkness of a pocket 
gopher’s unused tunnel a 
Ww? little creature raced along. Its 
minute, pin-head eyes could 
see little, but its long, pointed 
IN MAMMALS nose gave information along 
the way and its whiskers kept 
it from bumping the sides of the tunnel as 
it ran. Suddenly it stopped. A wireworm 
boring through the earth had dropped into 
the tunnel, and the shrew—for that is what 
the creature was—stopped to eat it. The busy 
little shrew runs about day and night eating 
insects, slugs, and mice, most of which are 
harmful to the farmer and gardner. It is 
one of many animals that are helpful to 
man. 

One of man’s greatest enemies is the 
insect. All insects are not harmful; some 
are actually helpful. Some do harm only 
when they multiply too greatly. But man 
must continually fight insects if he wishes 
to survive. For this reason any mammals 
or birds that destroy insects are his helpers. 

Think of the time we spend getting rid 
of flies, mosquitoes, fleas, and lice. They 
carry disease and spread plagues. Think 
of the time and money the gardener and 
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orchardist spend spraying and dusting their 
crops with insect poisons. They must do 
this in order to keep the wireworms, cut- 
worms, flea beetles, and potato beetles from 
destroying their crops. Even loggers must 
spray the forests by plane to reduce the 
damage done by bark beetles and bud 
worms, and ranchers must take measures 
to protect their stock from bots, lice, war- 
bles, and ticks. Any mammals that help 
to destroy these insects are helpful. 

The shrews and moles are in this class 
and so are most of the bats. How many 
more mosquitoes there would be if it were 
not for the busy bats that feed upon them! 
Bats also devour many other night flying 
insects, like moths. When bats are gathered 
together in such enormous numbers as they 
are at Carlsbad Caverns they certainly make 
a difference in the amount of insects in 
the area. Bat towers are sometimes built 
to encourage bats to live in a locality, but 
they are not always successful. Bats are 
choosy about where they live. 

There are other animals that live mostly 
or entirely on insects. In America there 
are the skunks. Regardless of what opinion 
we may have of skunks, they do eat a large 











number of harmful insects and mice. Ar- 
madillos live almost entirely on insects and 
are well worth protecting. This is also true 
of the European hedgehog. In summer, 
when grasshoppers are plentiful, a number 
of mammals like foxes, coyotes, and grass- 
hopper mice live almost entirely on these 
pests. 

Ants and termites seem to be among the 
most plentiful of insects. In northern 
America the bears and some birds, like the 
flickers, are their chief enemies. Farther 
south there are the giant anteater and the 
tamandua anteater, as well as a number of 
armadillos. Australia has the spiny anteater, 
and Africa and Asia have the aardvark and 
pangolin. 

In addition to the insect eaters there are 
also meat eaters, or carnivores, that are 
helpful because they live largely on mice 
or ground squirrels. One of the best of 
these is the badger, because he minds his 
own business and does not very often raid 
the farmer's roosts. Coyotes, foxes, bobcats, 
weasels, and ferrets all help considerably 
to reduce the rodent population, but they 


occasionally do a bit of harm themselves. 
The interesting little ringtail of the South- 
west kills many woodrats and other rodents, 
but it is doubtful whether they would do 
very much damage in their desert home. 

In areas of the world where poisonous 
snakes are abundant and become a problem, 
the littke mongooses are very helpful in 
keeping them under control. They are 
found over much of Africa and Asia. And 
they like nothing better than to get into 
a fight with a large snake and kill it. 

There is a group of mammals that are of 
value to man for what they supply rather 
than protect. Some, like the foxes, fur seals, 
otter, mink, beaver, rabbit, and others supply 
him with furs. Others, like the sheep, goat, 
camel, and yak provide wool and hair for 
clothing. 

Many are hunted for food and _ sport. 
The deer, elk, and buffalo provided a 
large share of the food of the American 
Indians, the frontiersmen, the pioneers, and 
even of some of the present generation. 
Today those who reap the biggest profit 
are the sporting goods dealers and those 


The badger is a very beneficial mammal because it destroys many rodents that are harmful to man. 


ILLUSTRATED BY THE AUTHOR 
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CHRISTMAS FOOD BASKETS 


With Christmas just around the corner, it's time to start planning to do some- 


thing nice for the poor and the elderly. These Pathfinders, living in Madison, 


Wisconsin, remembered the less fortunate members of their church, and filled 


several food baskets for them. It would be a nice thing to do for some of the 


members of your church, too. They would appreciate it, I'm sure. 


—MRS. F. W. BIEBER, reporting. 








who sell equipment and food to the hunter! 
In Africa and Asia the great variety of 
antelope, the buffalo, elephant, tiger, leop- 
ard, and lion still attract many hunters, 
and bring profit to some. 

Other helpful mammals are the whales 
and seals that are hunted in the ocean. 
These mammals provide blubber, meat, and 
bones, which are used for a variety of pur- 
poses—mostly oil, food, and fertilizer. 
They are all a part of the harvest of the 
ocean. 

We must not forget the domestic ani- 
mals, the ones man has tamed for his own 
uses. They have done a great variety of 
jobs and performed a great service for 
man. The day of the horse seems to be 
pretty well gone in America. It pioneered 
with the frontiersman and early settler in 
opening up new land. We will not easily 
forget the important place it once oc- 
cupied. And the cow that provides our daily 
milk, how thankful we should be for it! 
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The sheep and goats have been with us 
since the time of Adam, and have patiently 
provided food and clothing as well as ma- 
terial for sacrificial offerings. The camel 
also has had an important place in desert 
countries, and the camel's smaller relatives, 
the llamas and alpacas, have helped the 
people of the Andes in South America. 
The dog and cat have also done their share 
in helping man, protecting sheep, guarding 
homes, and catching rats and mice. 

When we think it over carefully there 
is hardly a creature in all the world that 
does not serve some useful purpose in 
God's plan. The original creation was per- 
fect, but even in the present fallen state 
there is seen a beautiful fitting together. 
Some creatures seem to have no other pur- 
pose than to multiply and give themselves 
as food to others. Some do little more than 
to fertilize a spot of ground with their 
bodies when they die; but they all help, 
working together for good. 








So Easily Satisfied 
From page 3 


“A catalog.” 

“A what?” said Daddy, a big smile break- 
ing out all over his face. 

“A catalog. You know, from the depart- 
ment store.” 

“Oh, I see!” said Daddy. “I was won- 
dering.” 

“It’s very interesting,” said John. 

“Oh, I am sure,” said Daddy. “But now, 
John, seeing you are the older, you shall 
be first. Now tell me, what would you like 
most for Christmas?” 

John didn’t answer at once. Instead he 
opened his book and pointed to something 
on page one. 

“I think I'd like that,” he said. 

Then he turned over the page and 
pointed to something on page two. 

“I think I'd like this,” he said. 

Then he turned to page three, and page 
four, and page five, and so on, all through 
the book. On almost every page he saw 
something he thought he wanted. It looked 
as though he must have been studying the 
catalog for a long time. 

When he reached the last page he closed 
the book with a sigh. It had taken him 
exactly half an hour to go through it. His 
wants included a bicycle, a boat, a canoe, 
a fishing rod, a penknife, a flashlight, an 
airplane, a helicopter, a pair of skates, all 
sorts of games, and I don’t know what else. 

“Is that all?” asked Daddy. 

“I think so,” said John. “For the time 
being, anyway.” 

Daddy laughed out loud. Then he turned 
to Charlie. 

“Well, Charlie, now it’s your turn. What 
would you like for Christmas?” 

Now Charlie was only five years old, 
two years younger than his big brother 
John. He wasn’t old enough as yet to read 
catalogs. 

Looking up into Daddy’s face with a 
sweet, innocent smile, he said, “Daddy, any- 
thing will do for me. You see, I'm so 
easily satisfied.” 

Tears came into Daddy's eyes as he drew 
Charlie very close. 

“You dear, dear boy!” he said. 

And John told me—for John is all grown 
up now—that from that moment on he 
was sure Daddy loved Charlie more than 
he loved him. 


I don’t know about that, but it certainly 
was a very beautiful thing that Charlie 
said. 

There are lots of Johns and lots of 
Charlies in the world. In other words, there 
are lots of little boys and girls who seem 
to be carrying catalogs around with them, 
always wanting this and that and the other 
thing—rather selfishly, I’m afraid. And 
there are lots of the other kind too—the 
gentle, kind, unselfish boys and girls who 
are so easily satisfied, so glad for anything 
that Mother or Daddy may give them. 

I have even met some “Johns” who look 
upon the Bible as a sort of catalog. They 
search and search through it for all the 
beautiful things they hope to have in God's 
wonderland of tomorrow. You know—the 
golden streets and pearly gates; the tree 
of life with its glorious fruit; the river of 
life with its refreshing water; a mansion in 
the city and another in the country. They 
think that all these things will keep them 
happy for ever and ever. 

But the “Charlies” are different. They 
say, with King David of old, “As for me, 
I will behold thy face . . .: I shall be 
satisfied, when I awake, with thy likeness” 
(Psalms 17:15). 

Just to be like Jesus, just to see Him 
face to face, that is all they ask. 

So easily satisfied! Yes, and so wonder- 
fully satisfied! 

Somehow I think it will be these—the 
boys and girls with Charlie's sweet, un- 
selfish spirit, whom God will want to have 
closest to Him in His kingdom. For they 
will be happy, contented, satisfied, forever, 
just to be with Him. 


The Climbing Pup 
From page 9 


them off to a terrible fall, and Adam and Eve 
had to leave the garden. 

Some day, in the earth made new, Adam 
and Eve will be back in that garden. But 
Satan will not be there with his ladders for 
Adam or anyone else to climb. Today Satan 
still has his ladders for us, and hot things 
to blister our hands, mouths, and bodies. 

We may be sure Adam would never again 
climb Satan’s ladders. Really I think we shall 
all need the sense of Charley's pup, if we 
are ever to get to the garden of God. 


NOVEMBER 30, 1955 / 17 








The Newest and Finest From the Pen of Uncle Arthur 


THE GSIBLE STORY , 


By ARTHUR S. MAXWELL 






The complete set of ten volumes of 
THE BIBLE STORY will provide the 
widest coverage of any Bible storybook 
on the market today. All stories are 
told in language that the modern fam- 
ily can both understand and enjoy. All 
take on new charm as the author fills 
in little details often overlooked. 


Cpocial Price, $2.97 ench 


Postpaid to the readers 
of this publication 


Regular price, $4.75 per volume. 
Higher in Canada. 


@ The choicest narratives from the Book of books. @ Beautiful illustrations in four colors at every 
opening—full page and marginal. @ Adapted to the needs and enjoyment of boys and girls of today. 


Place your order today for any 
one or all of the volumes shown 
—better still, order the complete 
set of ten books. Each book will 
be sent promptly when ready— 
payment to be made only as each 


NEARLY 400 STORIES IN TEN VOLUMES 
Covering the entire Bible from Genesis to Revelation 


book appears. 


Watch for announcement of succeed- 


ing .\olumes. 


Ready for Your Enjoyment 
Vol. | —The Book of Beginnings 
Vol. Il! —Mighty Men of Old 
Vol. 111—Trials and Triumphs 
Vol. 1V—Heroes and Heroines 


Vol. V —Great Men of God 





ee 


Please send me: 


. THE BIBLE STORY, VOLUME III @ $2.97 


Total Enclosed 
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Church Missionary Secretary or 


. THE BIBLE STORY, VOLUME | @ $2.97 ooo 
THE BIBLE STORY, VOLUME I! @ $2.97 ou. 


. THE BIBLE STORY, VOLUME IV @ $2.97 . 


. THE BIBLE STORY, VOLUME V @ $2.97 wou. 
Sales Tax Where Necessary . 





NAME 


ADDRESS 


City 


STATE 


Book and Bible House 


ZONE 


C) Please accept my order for the en- 
tire set of ten volumes. Send volumes 
as indicated above—the succeeding vol- 
umes as they appear. I will make 
prompt remittance for each volume. 
I understand that I may cancel this 
set order at any time. 


Order From Your 
BOOK AND BIBLE HOUSE 
Review and Herald 


Publishing Association 
Washington 12, D.C. 











Vacation Fun 
From page 5 


body drifting with the current. It looked 
at first almost human, but to his relief he 
saw it was a huge sturgeon, the biggest 
fish he had ever seen in his life. 

Yet with a shudder he realized that that 
was where his own body might have been 
drifting, under the ice, if it had not been 
for the kindly farmer who had turned him 
back. 

“I guess maybe some of these rules and 
restrictions the grownups make are really 
intended to keep us safe,’ he muttered. 
The ice was getting stronger now. The 
danger was past. “I think I'll go back and 
join the group,” he decided. And he did. 





Marita on the Fazenda 
From page 11 


rollers. Sugar juice simply poured out of 
it! He gave a whole glassful to Marita, 
but it was so sweet that she could drink 
only a tiny bit. 

Marita was fascinated with the way the 
Rodriguezes get water to their house. More 
than fifty years ago, when Mrs. Rodriguez’ 
father was alive, he cut down a very tall 
hardwood tree, then scooped out the top 
and the inside of the log. He put it across 
the back of the house and directed a spring 
of water through it. The spring runs with 
such force that it pumps water into the 
home, and they always have all the water 
they want. After the water leaves the log 
it falls down through the garden. In little 
pools made from this, the ducks, geese, 
and their babies spend much time swim- 
ming. One day something other than ducks 
and geese got into the spring. Early one 
morning Mrs. Rodriguez came out to the 
log to dip up some water and excitedly 
called to her husband, “Bernardo! Ber- 
nardo! Come and see!” What do you sup- 
pose they found wound up against the 
grill-like strainer at the end of the log? A 
huge snake eighteen feet long! Apparently 
it could not go farther because of the force 
of the water. 

“Marita, would you like to ride our pony 
around the fazenda?” asked Mr. Rodriguez. 
And did that make Marita happy! In a 
few minutes the servant came from the 


stables leading a beautiful pony. There was 
a fine saddle, and to make it more com- 
fortable for her, the servant had put a 
large, fluffy lambskin over the saddle. It 
was so fluffy that Marita had to stretch 
and stretch to get her feet into the stirrups. 
Then she had a lovely ride. 

When it was time to go home Marita 
said, “I would like to live on this fazenda 
all the time!” 

But Marita has been a_ missionary’s 
daughter long enough to know that a child's 
days cannot always be filled with such 
happy experiences. There are some com- 
forts she had taken for granted in the home- 
land that do not exist in the mission field. 
But because God has an important medical 
missionary work for her family to do, Ma- 
rita is ready to accept what comes. 

After this happy afternoon she spent the 
night at a small hotel. The mattresses were 
filled with broom straw and the ticking 
was not thick enough to keep the straw 
from poking through. She and I both had 
to do quite a bit of wiggling and twisting 
before we could get to sleep. Marita con- 
fided, “When Jesus was on earth He didn't 
even have a bed to sleep on, so I guess 
I can sleep on a broom-straw mattress.” 





Furaha 
From page 8 


was confidence and pride in her step. She 
was not even afraid of her mother-in-law, 
angry though she might be. 

“Am I not a mother now myself? And 
my husband—he will learn to love the 
child.” 

The new mother was as happy now as 
she had been miserable before, and_be- 
cause of this great welling happiness, she 
gave the child a very unusual name, es- 
pecially unusual for a little girl baby in 
Africa. The name she chose was Furaha, 
which means “happiness”! 

It was a strange name indeed for a little 
girl who had barely escaped being fed to 
the hyenas, yet it showed the joy and hope 
that lived in the heart of the young mother. 
Could she have known the future, she 
surely would have chosen another name! 

And Karuru, the father, was by no means 
ready to call her by such a happy name. 
He was bitterly disappointed. The great 
desire of every African husband is to be 
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the father of a son. Karuru had taken every 
precaution against the first child being a 
girl. He wanted a son! 

Now there was no law in the tribe 
against having daughters first. Girls were 
often prized for their usefulness and when 
old enough for marriage, brought hand- 
some prices in cattle; but the young, im- 
petuous father had felt that he must have a 
son first. 

If he had not counted on a son first, it 
would not have been so bad. But he had 
consulted with the elders and with the 
witch doctor. He had purchased strong medi- 
cine. He had offered costly sacrifices. 
Ngonga, the respected and venerable witch 
doctor, had as much as promised him that 
the expected child would be a boy. Karuru 
had even boasted before the village elders 
that he would soon be the father of a son. 
The fact that the longed-for son turned out 
to be a girl could mean but one thing. 
The young mother was bewitched! When 
the unhappy truth concerning the child 
had been discovered, the father and _ his 
friends had left the hut, deserting the un- 
fortunate mother. They had gone to the 
other side of the village, where his parents 
lived, and there tried to drown their dis- 
appointment in large amounts of pombe, 
the strong native beer. 

Mnara, the mother of Furaha, was bath- 
ing her child in the cold stream that ran 
behind the hut when Karuru returned. 

“So!” he greeted her in bitter disgust. 
“You have failed to bear me a son! Do 
you realize that all the village will be 
laughing at me? Do you think that I can 
keep you as my wife?” 

Mnara did not raise her head, nor did 
she look at him, nor did she answer. She 
finished bathing her babe and then wrapped 
it in the one decent cloth that she pos- 
sessed, the one that she wore on special 
occasions instead of the raw-hide apron. She 
held her child close as she passed by her 
husband, ignoring his angry stare, as though 
shielding the baby from him. He saw that 
she loved the babe and that she had decided 
to keep it. 

“You are a wicked and rebellious woman. 
You are also bewitched. It cost me much 
to plan for a son. Now that you have 
tricked me, will it not cost much to keep 
you as my wife? How could my father 
have been so blind as to choose you as a 
wife for me, his first-born son? Think of 
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all the good cows he paid! Twelve cows 
for a worthless, miserable, rebellious crea- 
ture such as you! 

“And now, to remove the spell of the 
evil spirits and keep you as my wife, I 
must pay more! Ngonga, the witch doctor, 
says that I must pay a cow immediately, to 
take away the curse you have brought upon 
me. He says it must be a young cow!” The 
man was shouting in angry despair. “Cows, 
cows, and more cows! You have been a 
very costly woman indeed!” 

The heated rantings of her heathen hus- 
band caused the young mother to tremble. 
She loved her husband and had been so 
anxious to please him. Yet her love for 
little Furaha kept her calm. 

“Our child is worth many cows. Is she 
not a beautiful baby? See her, does she 
not look like you?” 

“Take her away!” shouted the frenzied 
man. “I have seen too much of her already! 
Cows, COWS, COWS!” 

Mnara cradled the baby in the cloth and 
tied it to her back. She reached for a crude 
axe that lay by the door, stepped out, and 
walked toward the jungle. Stopping, she 
turned and spoke to her husband. Her voice 
was soft and quiet. 

“The firewood is gone. We will need 
much wood to keep the baby warm.” 

She was thrilled by the feel of the child 
on her back. As a girl she had carried 
other people’s babies on her back. She 
had enjoyed doing it, but now for the 
first time she had a baby of her own to 
carry. This baby seemed lighter and more 
precious than any she had carried before. 

It was not an easy task to provide fire- 
wood. Wood that would burn readily was 
hard to find. One had to climb a long way 
up the mountain to get it. Each year it 
was necessary to climb higher. Of course 
such work was saved for the women. The 
fact that Mnara had just given birth to a 
child was no reason why she should not 
go for wood. It did not occur to her that 
it might be better to rest for a few days. 
She was happy and proud of her child. 
Though she was weak and very tired, she 
would find new joy in the labor. 

As she neared the mountain where the 
firewood was found, she met two other 
women from her village. They were also 
going for wood. These friends were happy 
to see her and were anxious to hold the 
new baby. They seemed pleased with her, 
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and as they walked along, complimented 
the new mother. To be sure, the older 
women had much advice to offer as to 
how a baby girl like Furaha should be 
reared and trained. And Mnara was glad for 
it all, for she realized that bringing up her 
new daughter would require much wisdom. 

The three women decided to work to- 
gether. They chose one medium-sized tree 
and chopped it down. Taking turns hacking 
at the trunk with their little, poorly-balanced 
axes, they soon brought the tree crashing 
down. They then set about cutting it up 
into eight- or ten-foot lengths. While the 
young mother chopped, little Furaha re- 
mained tied on her back. She even slept 
part of the time, in spite of the fact that 
her head bobbed around as though it would 
break off. When the cutting was done, the 
wood was divided into three loads. One 
length of the trunk was load enough for 
one. The smaller limbs were tied into 
bundles with strips of bark. The women 
helped each other get the loads on their 
heads, sticking the axes in at just the right 
places to properly balance the heavy bur- 
dens. 

As the heavily-loaded women walked 
down the mountain, they joined in a fa- 
miliar tribal chant. Furaha’s mother was so 
weary that she wondered whether she 
would ever reach the village and home; 
but her heart was contented and happy. She 
was learning that even life's heaviest 
burdens are light when there is love in 
the heart. 

The plains below reached out many miles 
to the mountains far away. Mnara had 
never been any great distance from the 
village, and she wondered about what lay 
beyond the misty hills toward the west. 
She wondered too what lay ahead in the 
life of her little daughter. As the sun 
dropped behind the distant mountains, a 
great dark shadow fell upon the plain. 
Surely no such shadow would ever fall 
across the life of her little Furaha! 


(To be continued) 


Dry Bread and Watery Tears 
From page 13 


off the oven and slipped the bread from its 
trays. Sharon didn’t think it was much use 
covering the loaves to steam them, for they 
were hard-crusted and beyond redemption; 
but Mother covered them anyway. 

Sharon wondered what she could say to 
smooth out all the bother she had caused, 
but what was there she could say? 

Mother was thinking what she might say, 
also, and finally she had more results from 
her thinking than Sharon cid from hers. She 
talked to Sharon about the sick woman, and 
about how happy she had been to be able 
to make her comfortable in her illness. She 
talked about how happy she had felt, think- 
ing she had a girl at home to take care of 
the bread so she could go out long enough 
to help someone in need. She talked about 
how she had thought Sharon was having 
a part in a very kind missionary visit, and 
at last she talked about how disappointed 
she was when she came home and found 
burned crusts and dry bread smoking in 
the oven. 

Like most girls when they are ashamed, 
Sharon shed a tear or two. But a few tears 
did not end the matter. Every day thereafter, 
with the persistency of an ant carrying grains 
of sugar to its nest, Mother placed the dry 
bread with its black crusts on the table. At 
first Sharon thought maybe Mother was jok- 
ing, but she soon found otherwise. Three 
times a day, morning, noon, and night, day 
after day, Sharon munched dry bread with 
burned edges, feeling like a convict on a 
diet of bread and water. By the time the 
last burned crumb had gone, you can be 
very sure she had decided never again to 
swerve from duty—television or no tele- 
vision. 








COVER PICTURE by Eva Luoma. Story il- 
lustrations not otherwise credited are by John 
Gourley. 
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XI—Angels at the End of Christ's Earthly Life 


(DECEMBER 10) 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


READ THE LESSON TEXTS: Matthew 28:1-8; 
Acts 1:9-11. 

LEARN THE MEMORY VERSE: “Thinkest thou 
that I cannot now pray to my Father, and he 
shall presently give me more than twelve legions 
of angels?” (Matthew 26:53). 


Guiding Thought 


All through His life Jesus had been the 
special target of Satan and his evil angels. They 
knew that if He lived and died according to God's 
plan, their evil purposes would be frustrated. In 
Gethsemane they tried to discourage Jesus, but 
He prayed to the Father, “Thy will be done,” 
and a heavenly angel strengthened Him. Around 
the tomb the evil spirits waited. If they could, 
they would have kept His body forever in the 
sepulcher. But shining heavenly messengers re- 
leased Him. Where the danger was greatest, 
the heavenly guard was most powerful. So will 
angels strengthen those who take Christ's name. 
However difficult the trials, however pressing 
the temptations, if we link our wills with the 
will of God, angels will minister to and 
strengthen us. 

SUNDAY 


The Angels Who Were With 
Christ in Gethsemane 


1. Find Matthew 26:36. For what purpose did 
Jesus go to the Garden of Gethsemane after 
the last Passover? 

2. Read verses 39, 42, 44. What prayer did 
He pray three times? 

3. Find Luke 22:42, 43. As He agonized in 
prayer, realizing the trials before Him, but sub- 
mitting to the will of God for the salvation of 
man, who came to strengthen Him for the or- 
deal ahead? 

NotTE.—'In this awful crisis, when everything 
was at stake, when the mysterious cup trembled 
in the hand of the sufferer, the heavens opened, 
a light shone forth amid the stormy darkness of 
the crisis hour, and the mighty angel who stands 
in God’s presence, occupying the position from 
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which Satan fell, came to the side of Christ. 
The angel came not to take the cup from 
Christ’s hand, but to strengthen Him to drink 
it, with the assurance of the Father's love. He 
came to give power to the divine-human sup- 
pliant. He pointed Him to the open heavens, 
telling Him of the souls that would be saved 
as the result of His sufferings.’—The Desire of 
Ages, p. 693. 

For further The Desire 
p. 694. 


reading: of Ages, 


MONDAY 


The Arrest 


4. Find John 18:46. When the band of men 
and officers came to the Garden of Gethsemane 
to arrest Jesus, what happened to them as they 
approached Jesus and heard Him say, “I am 
he”? 

NoTE.—'‘As these words were spoken, the 
angel who had lately ministered to Jesus moved 
between Him and the mob. A divine light il- 
luminated the Saviour’s face, and a dove-like 
form overshadowed Him. In the presence of 
this divine glory, the murderous throng could 
not stand for a moment. They staggered back. 
Priests, elders, soldiers, and even Judas, fell as 
dead men to the ground.’—The Desire of Ages, 
p. 694. 

5. Find Matthew 26:50, 51. How did Peter at- 
tempt to shield his beloved Master from the 
angry multitude that came for His arrest? 

6. Read verses 52, 53. How did Jesus tell His 
disciple that He did not need that kind of 
protection? 


For further The Desire 


of Ages, 
p. 696, par. 3. 


reading: 
TUESDAY 
The Angel of the Resurrection 
7. Find Matthew 28:2. How was Jesus released 
from the tomb that held His earthly body? 


8. Read verses 3 and 4. What did the angel 
look like, and what effect did his presence have 
on those who were guarding the sepulcher? 














Angels told the women that Jesus was living again. 


NoTE.—"The night preceding the morning 
of the first day of the week has worn slowly 
away, and the darkest hour, just before day- 
break, has come. 

“One of the most powerful angels is sent 
from heaven. His countenance is like lightning, 
and his garments white as snow. He parts the 
darkness from his track, and the whole heavens 
are lighted with his glory. 

“The sleeping soldiers awake and start to 
their feet. With awe and wonder they gaze at 
the open heavens, and the vision of brightness 
which is nearing them. 

“The earth trembles and heaves as that power- 
ful being from another world approaches. He 
is coming on a joyful errand, and the speed 
and power of his flight shake the world like a 
mighty earthquake. Soldiers, officers, and senti- 
nels fall as dead men to the ground.”—Christ 


Our Saviour, pp. 161, 163. 
For further reading: The Desire of Ages, 
p. 770; p: 780; pars. 1,. 2: 
WEDNESDAY 
The Angels Encourage Christ’s Followers 


9. Find Luke 24:1-3, verse 4, first part. When 
the women came to the sepulcher early on the 
day after the Sabbath, and found the stone 
rolled away and an empty tomb, how did they 
feel? 

10. Read verse 4, second half, verses 5-7. 
Whom did they then see beside the sepulcher, 
and what message did these shining beings give 
the women? 

NoTe.—"As they [the women] 
garden, 


neared the 
they were surprised to see the heavens 











































































































beautifully lighted up, and to feel the earth 
trembling beneath their feet. They hastened to 
the tomb, and were still more astonished to find 
that the stone was rolled away, and that the 
Roman guard was not there... . 

“As they lingered about the place, they suddenly 
beheld a young man in shining garments sitting 
by the tomb. It was the angel who had rolled 
“= the stone. 

As the women looked again into the tomb, 
they saw another shining angel. 

“The angels then explained the death and 
resurrection of Christ. They reminded the 
women of the words that Christ Himself had 
spoken, in which He had told beforehand of 
His crucifixion and His resurrection. These words 
of Jesus were now plain to them, and with 
fresh hope and courage they hastened away to 
tell the glad news.”—Christ Our Saviour, pp. 
165, 166. 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
788; p. 789, par. 1. 


THURSDAY 
The Angels of the Ascension 


11. Find Acts 1:9. As the resurrected Jesus 
was with His disciples on the Mount of Olives 
one day, how was He taken from their midst? 


NOTE.—"“With hands outstretched in bless- 
ing, He slowly ascended from among them. 
As He passed upward, the awe-stricken dis- 
ciples looked with straining eyes for the last 
glimpse of their ascending Lord. A cloud of 
glory received Him from their sight. At the 
same time there floated down to them the sweet- 
est and most joyous music from the angel choir.” 
—Christ Our Saviour, pp. 175, 177. 


12. Read verse 10. Who were standing by the 
apostles as they strained their eyes to catch the 
last glimpse of their Lord? 

13. Read verse 11. What cheering message of 
hope for the future did the angels give the 
disciples? 

The 
pars. 


Desire 
5 Z 


For further 
p. 830, par. 3; 


reading: of Ages, 


p. 831, 
FRIDAY 
REVIEW OF THE LESSON 
PUT THIS SIGN (#) beside the words spoken 
by the angels to the women at the tomb. 

PUT THIS SIGN (+) beside the words spoken 
by the angels to the disciples. 

“This same Jesus, which is taken up from 
you into heaven, shall so come in like manner 
as ye have seen him go into heaven.” (_ ) 

“He is not here: for he is risen.” ( 

“Fear not ye: for I know that ye seek Jesus, 
which was crucified.” (_ ) 

“Remember how he spake unto you when he 
was yet in Galilee, saying, The Son of man 
must be delivered into the hands of sinful men, 
and be crucified, and the third day rise again.” 





“Ye men of Galilee, why stand ye gazing up 
into heaven?” ( 

“Go quickly, and tell his disciples that he is 
risen from the dead.” (_ ) 
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1: Boomer was a big gray kangaroo. He was young, 
but full grown, and when standing upright he was 
over six feet tall. He weighed about 200 pounds. 
2. With his long hind legs and heavy tail he could 
jump over a ten-foot fence with apparent ease. The 





tail helped to balance him, so he could land right 
side up. 3. Boomer could cover as much as 30 feet 
in a broad jump, but usually when running he leaped 
no more than 15 to 20 feet. In a chase he could go 
nearly 50 miles an hour, but for short distances only. 
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4. His heavy tail, which did service as a third leg, 
could also be used as a weapon. It could easily bowl 
over a dog or break a man’s leg. Usually it served 
only peaceful purposes. 5. Boomer was part of a 
mob of about 35 kangaroos that fed on the kangaroo 


7. During the times when the mob played together, 
Boomer became acquainted with a young female 
kangaroo named Flyer. 8. The two ’roos grew fond 
of each other and spent much time together. They 
were very happy as they sat together in the moon- 
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grass of the eucalyptus-covered hillsides in Eastern 
Australia. 6. The kangaroos habitually slept among 
the bushes in the daytime, but at night they came 
out to the water hole in the bed of a partly dry 
river, to drink and play in the light of the moon. 


"  Wyyy 
* “iy, 


light. 9. Then one day trouble came. Another male 
kangaroo appeared on the scene and challenged 
Boomer to a fight. Kangaroos often box together 
for fun, but this time it would be more serious, for 
the newcomer wanted Boomer’s mate for himself. 








